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" Even the largest houses seldom have a view of anything
but their own compound."
I could not repress the thought that one's own compound,
provided it received a reasonable amount of care and atten-
tion, would be a rather pleasanter outlook than the view
Mrs. Mehta had called upon me to admire. In the fore-
ground there was a riot of weeds, in the middle distance
some untidy roofs, and beyond that a sluggish, yellowy-grey
stream where she-buffaloes washed themselves and village
women washed the family's clothes.
When we returned to the dining-sitting-bedroom from
our tour of inspection, it was to find that Mr. Khan was
waiting to garland Jack and myself. It was typical that he
should hang round our necks wreaths of strongly-scented,
fresh flowers, since garlanding is essentially the most
common Indian custom for honouring guests.
Jack had been garlanded-so often before that he wore his
chain of flowers with as little concern as the sacred bulls
which stroll the streets of village and city alike, similarly.
bedecked. It was easy for him, as he and Mr. Khan had
settled down to a further session of general discussion.
But I planned to go out to see other aspects of social affairs
with Mrs. Mehta who as President of the Women's Council
of that district was more than interested in showing me what
Kutchbhiwani was doing. The idea of wandering round
for the rest of the afternoon hung about with flowers did
not exactly appeal to me. On the other hand, it was im-
possible to hurt the feelings of anyone who had been so
thoughtful and kind as Mr. Khan.
" Say, can I park this wreath without upsetting him ? **
I whispered to Jack, as our host vanished for a moment
into the back room.
" Tell him you want to be sure of taking it home intact,
and ask if you may leave it here in safe keeping while you're
tramping round the maternity hospital, and schools, and
wherever else you're going," he suggested.